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Affection fond, doth ftyr thefe flames.

Thou caufefl vs to mone
And waile, and curs our wretched flats.

Our thryfe vnhappy plights,
Our fighes, and powdred fobs with tears,

Our greuous gronyng Sprights,
Thy hateful Malice doth procure :

O Fancye flamyng Feend
Of Hel.    For thou in outwarde fhape,

And colour of a frende
Dofl by thy Snares and ilymed Hooks

entrap the wounded Harts:
From whence thefe Hellike torments fpryng,

and euer greauyng Smarts.
Whence Gripe of minde, with chaunged chere

Whence face befmeard with teares.
Whence thoufand mifchiefs more, wherwith

fuche Myfers Hues outweares.
Our gafyng eyes on Bewties bayt

do worke our endles bane.
Our eyes I fay doo worke our woo,

Our eyes procure our paine.
Thefe are the Traps to vexed mynds

Here Gyns and Snares do lye.
Here fyre and flames by Fancie framde,

In breil doo broyie and frye.
0 Googe the Eayte fone fpyed is.

Soone vewd their wanton lookes.
Wheron to feede, and yet to fhun,

The priuy lurkyng hookes,
Their pain, Their toile, Their labour is

There There lyes endles ftrife.
O happy than that Man account,

Whofe well directed Lyfe
Can fly thofe yls, which fancy ftirs,

And lyue from Bondage free.
A Pktenix ryght on yearth (no doubtc)
A Byrde rull rare to fee.